
The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perfon, 

There’s luch diuinit e doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but pqepe to what it would. 

Art’s little of his will, tell m t Laertes 

Why thou art thus incenfl, let him goc Qcrtrard. 

Speake man. 

Laer. VV here is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King. Let him dernaund his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead, lie not be iugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vowes to the blacked deuill, 
Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I (land, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes, onely I’lc be reueng’d 
Mod throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall flay you ? 

Laer, My will, nor all the worlds? 

And for my meanes l ie husband them Co well, 

They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , if you defire to know the CCttainty 
Of your deere Father, i’ll writ in your leuenge, 

That foopflakc, you will draw boihfiicnd and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies, r 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Liter. To his good friends thus wide Tie opemyarme*, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 

Recall them with ray blood. 

King. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman, 

That I am guiltlelTe of your fathers death. 

And am moll (cncibly in griefe for it. 

It fhall as leuell to your iudgemenr peare 
As day dooes to your eye. ^4 noyfe within". 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now* what noyfe is that* 
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Prince of Denmark^. 
n hMtc.dty vp my braines, teares feauen times fait 
2 ” out the fence and vertue of mine eye, 

Keaucn thy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
' Tell our fcale turne the beatne. O Rofe of May, 

I . mayd, kind fifler, fweet Ophelia, 

O hcauens, ift pofiible a young maids vvits 

^hey bore him bare-fatlc on the Bcerc, Seng. 

And in his grauc rain’d many a teare, 

^Lr^Hadfl thou thy wits, and did’ft perfwadc rcuenge 

It could not mooue thus. 

Ooh. Youmuflfingadowneadowne, 

AnS you call him a downc a. O how the wheelc becomes it. 

It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Matflers daughter. 

laer This nothing’s more then matter. 

O h There’s Rofe°mary, .hats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Lvr A document in madnes, thougbtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembines , therms JXeweFoi 
you & hecre’s fome for me, we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
vou’may weave vourRewe with a difference, there s a 1 w * u , d 

giue you feme Violets, but they wither d all when roy Father dyed, 

they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and afflirtions, paffion, hell it lclte 
She turnes to fauour and to prettincs. 

Oph. Andwilanotcomeagaine, 


Seng. 


X lllvi * » “ U uvr. 

And wit a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goc to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnoWj 
'‘Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we cart away monc, 

God a mercy on his foule, and of all Chriflians foulcs* 
God buy you. 

Laer . Doc you this 6 God. 

King. Laertes, I mu ft commune with your gricrc 5 
Or you deny me tight, goc but apart, 

L* 


Make 


160 170 180 

lIllllllllllllLliliilljil 





